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CHAPTER I 
UNUSUAL SOUND EFFECTS 


"I've really enjoyed this tour of 
Wood City, Mr. Атага,” said 
Dick Tracy, the well-known de- 
tective. "For a newspaper drama- 
tic critic you take quite an active 
part in civic affairs here, don't 
you?" 

His guide smiled complacent- 
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x “Well, if you look at it that 
way, I guess I do. Гуе always been 
like that,” he said as they entered 
a large office building, “I love it. 
This is our local radio station." 

Amard beamed with pride. 
"We just have time to look 
around a bit before the broadcast. 
You haven't forgotten that you're 
to be on the 'Civic Hour' pro- 
gram at eleven, have you?” 

"No, Mr. Amard, I haven't," 
Tracy replied. "But I would like 
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to see your station first." 

"Come along then," said Am- 
ard. "We'll start right here." He 
conducted Tracy through the 
studios and the control room. 
And finally, as he opened a door 
he said, “I saved the best for the 
last, Mr. Tracy. This is our rec- 
ord library." 

Tracy’s eyes widened in sur- 
prise. The room was lined with 
cabinets filled to capacity with 
thousands of records. 
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"We do have a lot of records 
for a small station," said Amard, 
very much pleased with Tracy’s 
reactions. “This is the most com- 
plete sound library in the coun- 
try. We're famous for our splen- 
did and unusual sound effects, 
and stations all over the country 
rent our records. Let me play a 
few for you.” | 

Tracy listened, with increasing 
horror, to recordings of a baby’s 
whimpers, a woman's tortured 
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screams, and a street brawl so viv- 
id he could almost feel the blows. 
"We have one of a train strik- 
ing a car that's good," Amard 
bragged, “апа a hot one of a fire. 
Would you like to hear them?" 
"No, thanks!" said Tracy, de- 
cisively. “They're a bit too grue- 
some for me. Апа besides. it's al- 
most time for the broadcast." 
Just then the phone rang. and 
Amard nodded his agreement. 
“Take Mr. Tracy to Studio B," 
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he ordered a messenger boy as he 
picked up the receiver. When 
Tracy and the boy had left the 
room he turned to the phone. 
"Amard speaking," he said into 
the mouthpiece. 

"Hello, boss, this is Tiger," 
said the voice at the other end of 
the wire. “I’ve got a new record- 
ing of a dog fight. It's a wow.” 

“Good,” replied Amard. “Send 
over fifty right away." 

After the broadcast Amard 
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drove Tracy to his hotel. '"T'here's 
one more favor I must ask of you, 
Mr. Tracy," he said. "We're hav- 
ing a Fathers’ and Sons Dinner 
this evening, and—” 

“But I'm no banquet speaker!” 
interrupted Tracy. “What would 
I talk about? That broadcast wore 
me out.” 

Amard grinned. “Don't worry 
about it. You'll find lots of things 
to say. Ill pick you up at six.” 

At the Realistic Sound Studios 
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the man called Tiger and his 
two henchmen were busy filling 
Amard's order. 

"Yes, sir, boys,” Tiger ad- 
dressed his men cheerfully, “ev- 
eryone wants to know how we get 
such realistic sound effects. If 
they only knew!" He chuckled. 
"If they only knew our records 
aren't imitations but the real 
thing!" His laugh was long, loud 
and scornful. 

That evening he telephoned 
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Amard at the banquet. "Any 
more orders for dog-fight records, 
boss?" 

"You bet. Pack up three hun- 
dred more," replied Amard. 

“Swell. And tonight I'll have 
an even greater sensation for you, 
Amard. It'll blast you right out of 
your skin. It's something that's 
never been done on wax before. 
I'll pick up your car, but I can't 
stop to give you the dope on it." 

Amard returned to the dinner 
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somewhat troubled by Tiger’s 
prophecy. And he would have 
been more than a little troubled 
had he known what Tiger in- 
tended to do. 

Tiger and his men were driv- 
ing off the main highway into an 
alfalfa field. 

"Pull up behind that sign- 
board," directed Tiger when they 
were about a half mile from the 
highway. “It’s close enough to 
the railroad tracks, and we'll be 
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out of sight behind it." Тһе car 
stopped and Tiger looked 
around. “This is perfect.” 

The men began dragging 
heavy equipment out of the car, 
and under Tiger's supervision, 
had it set up in jig time. 

"Somebody grab that wrench 
and crowbar and come with me," 
said Tiger as he led the way to- 
ward the railroad tracks. "We've 
got to yank a couple of spikes and 
couplings to loosen that rail." 
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When they returned to the 
signboard, Tiger turned up the 
amplifier and switched on the mi- 
crophones. "And now," he said 
with a sigh of satisfaction, "we're 
all ready for Train Number Sev- 
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CHAPTER U 
TRAIN WRECK 


Атаға smiled broadly at 
Tracy to hide his uneasiness. Ті- 
ger's reticence had him worried. 
“It's been a pleasure to have you 
here, Mr. Tracy," he said bright- 
ly. "You must visit Wood City 
again soon." 

“Thank you, I will,” replied 
Tracy as һе swung aboard the ill- 
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fated Тізіп Number Seven. 
“Сооа-Бу, and thanks again." 

He found an unoccupied seat 
and settled back comfortably with 
a newspaper. The monotonous 
rhythm of the train soon had its 
effect, and he dozed. 

A rude jolt woke Tracy. The 
train lurched off the tracks, 
turned over on its side, and 
dumped its passengers uncere- 
moniously into the aisles. 

Tracy, who was uninjured, did 
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what he could to help the less for- 
tunate. When medical aid ar- 
rived, he sought out the conduc- 
tor. 

“What were the casualties?" he 
inquired. 

“The fireman and engineer 
were killed, and about fifteen 
were injured," the conductor re- 
plied. “АП because of a loosened 
rail. Two bolts were completely 
removed, and a dozen spikes were 
pulled!" He pointed out the of- 
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fending rail. 

“That doesn't look like an ac- 
cident," 'Tracy commented. “Апу 
possible motive?" 

"Well it wasn't robbery. 
There's a shipment of fifty thou- 
sand dollars in cash in the bag- 
gage car, and it wasn't touched. 

“I was about to take that bar- 
rel up to that farmhouse for some 
water," the conductor went on 
wearily. “How about lending me 
a hand?" 
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"Glad to," replied Tracy, 
grasping one of the handles of the 
barrel. The conductor took the 
other and they started across the 
field. 

"So you're Dick Tracv," re- 
turned the conductor when 
Tracy had introduced himself. 
“Never thought Га be meeting 
you!" 

As they came abreast of the 
signboard that had proved so use- 
ful to Tiger, Tracy's trained eyes 
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noticed the condition of the 
weeds behind it. 

“Doesn't it seem odd." he ven- 
tured, coming to a stop. “that the 
weeds around here are all tramp- 
led down?" 

The conductor looked about. 
“Those are tire tracks over there, 
aren't they?" he asked. 

"Yes," replied Tracy, as he 
stooped to examine the ground, 
"those are tire tracks, but what 
on earth is this?" He pointed to 
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some black threadlike stuff that 
lay at his feet. "It looks like 
string, but it’s soft and all curled 
up. And here—two small metal 
things. They look like phono- 
graph needles." 

"Say, Mr. Tracy." said the con- 
ductor as he returned. from his 
own tour of inspection, "what do 
you make of this?" 

"A half a bottle of soda—and 
it's still cold," murmured Tracy. 
"Tt looks as though somebody wit- 


i Na u | 
ІШ IN МА й L 


He Found a Bottle 


ШІ 


42 DICK TRACY 


nessed that train wreck." 

With complete indifference to 
the havoc he had created, Tiger 
Lilly summoned Amard to listen 
to the promised sensation. 

“Тез all you said it would be— 
and worse!" Amard shuddered 
when he'd heard the record. “We 
ought to clear five grand on this 
one easy. Incidentally, Tiger, 
what train was it?” 

"Number Seven that goes to 
the city," Tiger replied noncha- 
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lantly. 

Amard jumped. “What? Num- 
ber Seven?" he yelled in a frenzy. 
“That detective, Dick Tracy, was 
on that train! Why didn't you tell 
me what you were planning? 
Somebody get me a newspaper!” 

Tiger handed him a paper and 
Amard quickly scanned the list 
of dead and injured. Then he 
sighed. “His name isn't there, 
thank goodness.” He turned on 
Tiger. “You left no clues, I hope? 
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That Tracy's smart—too smart!” 

The state police were on the 
scene when Tracy and the con- 
ductor returned with the water. 
The detective introduced himself 
and showed them what he and the 
conductor had found. 

"ТЕ we can locate the stand that 
sold this bottle of pop." Tracy 
concluded, "we might be able to 
get a line on who the witnesses to 
the train wreck were. It's worth a 


try, anyway." 
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The police agreed, and the 
search was soon under way. It was 
an hour and four stands later that 
they finally got results. 

“It was a party of three men,” 
the attendant told them. “They 
paid a deposit on the bottles and 
took the soda with them. The rea- 
son I remember them is that they 
didn't stop for gas. They wanted 
wire cutters, and I sold them 
some." 

Tracy thanked him and turned 
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to mm alic: "You'd bed iie 
me back to Wood City, boys. I 
can't go home till this thing is 
cleared up." 

Amard was having a little diffi- 
culty recovering from his shock. 
"You've gone too far, boys," he 
stammered, stumbling to his feet, 
“—too far!” He made a feeble ef- 
fort to pull himself together. 
“Гуе got to get back to the office. 
Don't release a single record till 
you hear from me." 
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When the door closed behind 
Amard, Tiger turned to his men, 
"Better keep an eye on him," he 
told them. “I don't like the way 
the boss is acting!" 

When he was settled in a hotel 
room in Wood City once more, 
Tracy telephoned Amard. 

"Well, Um glad you weren't 
hurt,” Amard said warmly. "I 
read about the train wreck. It was 
a bad one." 

Tracy agreed with him whole- 
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heartedly. 

“Do you know when you'll be 
able to get another train to the 
city?" Amard asked. 

Tracy’s reply rocked him. "I'm 
planning on staying here for a 
few days," the detective said. "I'm 
a little disturbed about that train 
wreck. | 

“І have something I'd like to 
show you," Tracy continued, un- 
aware of Amard's agitation. "And 
I'd like you to introduce me to 
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your sheriff. Could you come over 
here right away?" 

Somehow Amard managed to 
reply naturally, promising to 
leave immediately. He had plen- 
ty of time, during that drive. to 
sort the facts and decide that 
Tracy could have nothing that 
would involve him. Consequent- 
ly, he was cool and collected 
when he reached the hotel. 

The detective came right to the 
subject. "I've got evidence that 
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someone witnessed that train 
wreck," he said. "A car was 
parked behind a signboard on an 
embankment near the right of 
way. Whoever it was. whether or 
not they're involved. might be 
able to give us some valuable in- 
formation. Naturally, I want the 
sheriff to know about this as soon 
as possible." 

Amard nodded. “Му car's right 
outside," he said. 

As Tracy stepped to the right 
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side of the car, his eyes fell on 
something caught on the chro- 
mium strip on the running board. 
He stooped and picked и up. 
“Weeds,” he murmured, “and 
alfalfa. Could it mean anything?" 

Tracy straightened. "Have you 
been driving in an alfalfa field, 
Mr. Amard?” he asked. 

The dramatic critic laughed 
weakly. "Why, no.' 

Tracy said no more, but 
turned and opened the car door. 
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Then he stopped abruptly. On 
the floor of the back seat lay two 
soda bottles identical to the one 
they had found by the signboard. 

"Pop bottles and alfalfa,” 
thought Tracy, "add up to just 
too much coincidence.” Не 
turned and looked at Amard. 
* Just what, Mr. Amard,” he said 
quietly, "do you know about that 
train wreck?" 

Amard, instead of replying, 
fainted. | 


Tracy Looked inside 


CHAPTER III 
LOST—A DRAMATIC CRITIC 


By the time Tracy got around 
to the left side of the car, Amard 
had already recovered. 

“Take me to my apartment," 
he moaned. "Ill teli you all I 
know." He put his head in his 
hands. "It'll be a relief to get it 
off my conscience." 


In the apartment adjoining 
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Amard's, Тірег had stationed 
two of his men and a dictograph. 
The two men, Bill and Skinny, 
were complaining bitterly. 

"If you ask me,” said Skinny, 
adjusting his earphones. "this is 
all a waste of time and money." 

"Well, it's boring, at any rate," 
added Bill. 

A few minutes later every sign 
of boredom had vanished. They 
had heard Amard and Tracy en- 
ter the other apartment. 


Тһе Boys Were Bored 


"There's one thing you must 
promise me, Mr. Tracy," said 
Amard when they were seated. 
"You must promise me that if I 
talk, the courts will go easy on 
me." 

Tracy was sympathetic and un: 
derstanding, but nonetheless 
firm. "I can't promise a thing, 
Amard,” he said. “But you've got 
to tell me, and a full confession 
may temper your lot.” 

The dramatic critic gestured 
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vaguely. “I guess it really doesn't 
matter," he said softly. “What I 
have to tell you, Mr. Tracy," Am- 
ard went on, "is that I'm not what 
the people of Wood City seem to 
think I am. I'm not a great man 
at all" He moistened his lips. 
“T'm in partnership with a vicious 
criminal!” 

In the adjoining apartment, 
Bill and Skinny exchanged sig- 
nificant looks. 

"Now who'd of thought he'd 
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do a thing like that?" queried 
Bill. 

“Тісег must have," replied 
Skinny, "or we wouldn't be here. 
Better get him on the phone and 
find out what he wants us to do." 
He suited action to his words, 
and a few minutes later hung up 
the receiver with a pleased expres- 
sion on his face. Then he dialed 
a number. 

Amard's narrative was inter- 


rupted by the jangling of the tel- 
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ephone. He excused himself and 
went into the hallway. 

"It's for you, Mr. Tracy,” he 
said, returning a few seconds lat- 
er. "It's the Chief of Police in the 
city." 

Ттасу went into the hall and 
picked up the receiver. "Hello," 
he said. A low büzz was the only 
sound that came over the wire. 
“Hello?” Again he received no 
reply. “Hm! That's funny," he 
murmured. Then he shrugged 
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his shoulders expressively, re- 
placed the receiver, and returned 
to the other room. The room, 
when he reached it, was empty. 
Amard was nowhere to be found. 

Тһе dramatic critic was, at that 
moment, in a very uncomfortable 
position. 

“We don't go for double-cross- 
ing, Атаға,” Tiger was saying. 
"I thought you understood that. 
It's too bad you didn't, 'cause 
now it looks as if we'll have to 
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dissolve our partnership. It was 
such a profitable partnership." 

"What are you going to do?" 
demanded Amard, as they bound 
him tightly and dumped him in 
the back seat of their car. "Where 
are you taking me?" 

"Skinny, you drive Amard's 
car, and follow close behind us," 
ordered Tiger. Then he turned 
to the dramatic critic. “There's 
an old brick building on the 
south side that we had planned to 
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dynamite tonight" he said. 
“We've had a lot of requests for 
a recording of an explosion, you 
know. Our plans will be carried 
out, except for one little detail. 
We won't stop to record it.” 
The car stopped about twenty 
feet from the building, and Skin- 
ny pulled up beside them. 
“Drive that heap right up 
alongside the building, Skinny,” 
Tiger told him when they'd trans- 
ferred Amard from their car to 
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the front seat of his own. “Then 
shove this mug under the steer- 
ing wheel and beat it back here. 
Bill will set the charge and light 
the fuse, so make it snappy." 
When Tracy had been unable 
to find Amard, he sought out the 
sheriff. 
“Well, I'm pleased to meet 
you, Mr. Tracy," the sheriff said 
‘heartily. “And to what do I owe 
this honor?" 
"Believe it or not, Sheriff," re- 
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plied Tracy, “Гуе lost a dramatic 
critic" He went on to tell the 
sheriff the events of the past 24 
hours. 

"How long ago was it that you 
got that phony telephone call and 
Amard disappeared?" asked the 
sheriff when Tracy had finished. 

The detective glanced at his 
wrist watch. "About an hour, 
now," he said. 

The sheriff nodded and turned 
to answer the telephone. "The 
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lost has been found, Mr. Tracy," 
he said as he replaced the receiv- 
er. "Come along, and I'll give you 
the details on the way." 

"He was found in his car," the 
sheriff told Tracy as they drove 
along. "buried under the debris 
from an old brick building that 
exploded mysteriously about a 
half-hour ago.” 

“And ГІ bet my bottom dollar 
it was no accident,” said Tracy. 

“Well, it doesn’t look very 
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much like an accident," com- 
mented the sheriff as he parked 
his car alongside of the other 
squad cars. | 

Tracy followed the sheriff 
through the debris to Amard's 
car. The ropes that had bound 
Amard were still in evidence, and 
Tracy pointed them ош. 
“There’s all the proof that you 
need to call it deliberate mur- 
der," he said. 

Тһе sheriff nodded mutely. 


CHAPTER IV 
FRIZZLETOP STEPS IN 


Tiger left town on the first 
train going north, instructing his 
men to scatter when they had dis- 
posed of any incriminating evi- 
dence they found in either the re- 
cording studio or his apartment. 

Bill and Skinny worked rapid- 
ly, eager to be on their way. 

"This sure was a sweet little 
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racket, while it lasted," comment- 
ed Skinny. “I hate to see it end.” 

"Yeah," replied Bill. “But I'd 
hate even worse to get a murder 
rap pinned on me. Let's get a 
move on. All we have to do is put 
these machines in storage." 

He picked up the machines 
and started down the steps while 
Skinny locked the door to the 
apartment. Ас the foot of the 
stairs the two men were confront- 
ed by a young woman with a head 
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of fuzzy blond hair and only one 
arm. 

"Pardon me," she said, "but 
can you tell me where I can find 
Mr. Tiger Lilly?" 

"Sorry, lady," but we don't 
know anybody by that name," 
Bill told her. He brushed past 
her and walked out the front door 
with Skinny at his heels. 

The girl stared after them for a 
moment, then turned and 
climbed the flight of stairs. 
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"I'm sure they came out of that 
apartment," she said to herself. 
"And this is the address Johnny 
had—1610 Ash Street." 

She knocked on the door of the 
now vacant apartment. Getting 
no response the first time, she 
tried again. Her third attempt 
was equally unsuccessful. “Т guess 
there's no one here," she told her- 
self. “ГИ have to come back later 
and try again. I just know Mr. 
Lill wil want to hear about 
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Johnny." 

While the girl was trving to 
find Tiger Lilly, Tracy had dis- 
covered what he believed to be an 
important clue in the glove com- 
partment іп Amard’s car. 
~ “Its a greasing station ticket, 
he told the sheriff. “Tiger Lilly, 
1610 Ash Street. Maybe I'd better 
call on Mr. Lilly.” 

Tracy’s luck was no better than 
that of the blond young lady. 
“Mr. Lilly is evidently out," he 
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murmured when he received no 
response to his persistent knock- 
ing. "However, under the cir- 
cumstances, I think I'd better let 
myself in.” 

He reached into his pocket and 
withdrew his key ring. Inserting 
a key in the lock, he turned it 
cautiously. The lock clicked 
open, and Tracy swung the door 
wide. "Hello—anyone home?" he 
called stepping into the room. 

The room was empty, disor- 
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детей, and reeked of cigarette 
smoke. Tracy shut the door be- 
hind him, and glanced about. 

“Мг. Lilly must have left in a 
hurry," murmured Tracy as he 
crossed the room. He stopped in 
front of a high chest of drawers. 
On top of the chest lay a package 
of phonograph needles. 

Tracy picked them up and 
turned them over in his hand, If 
he had needed further proof of 
Tiger Lillys connection with 
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Amard and the train wreck, this 
would be it. 

Somebody knocked on the 
door. Tracy turned and quickly 
recrossed the room. He opened 
the door. . 

"Are you Mr. Tiger Lilly?" 
asked the young lady who stepped 
across the threshold. "I've been 
looking for you." 

‘Tracy shook his head. “I’m not 
Mr. Lilly," he told her. "I'm try- 
ing to locate him, too. Perhaps I 
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can help you." 

"No, thanks," she replied. “1 
must see Mr. Lilly personally, 
and I can find him myself.” 

"Why are you so eager to see 
Mr. Lilly?" asked Tracy. 

“I wanted to tell him about his 
brother," she said. "He was killed 
in an automobile accident. That's 
how I lost this arm." She indicat- 
ed the empty sleeve that hung at 
her side. “Are you a friend of Mr. 
Lilly's?" | 
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"Well, no, not exactly," "Tracy 
said cautiously. 

“Who are you? What is your 
name?" she demanded. 

"Му name is Dick Tracy," ће 
told her. "And yours?” 

"Just call me Frizzletop,” she 
replied. evidently unımpressed 
by the’mention of the detective's 
name. "And since Mr Lilly isn't 
here," she went on, “ГІ go." 

А few seconds after she had 
left, Tracy hurried down the steps 


LEX | 


22 
> 


a- 


| > 
"PH Find H 


110 DICK TRACY 


after her. He caught up with her 
just outside the front door. = 

"Wait a minute, Frizzletop," 
he said as he came up to her. 
"Where can I get in touch with 
you if I find Mr. Lilly first?" 

"It won't be necessary, Mr. 
Tracy," she replied. “As I told 
you before, I'm quite capable of 
finding Mr. Lillv by myself.” 

“Just how would you go about 
it?” Tracy asked her. 

"Johnny had an insurance pol- 
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icy which named his brother as 
the beneficiary," she began. “Тһе 
insurance company, the Indem- 
nity Life Insurance Company, 
right here in Wood City. should 
know where Mr. Tiger Lilly is.” 
She turned and walked away. 

Tracy stood smiling after her. 
He had intended to try to help 
her, but instead she had helped 
him. 

The next day saw Ттасу in the 
offices of the Indemnity Life In- 
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surance Company. He presented 
his credentials and obtained the 
address immediately. 

"Mr. Lilly is most likely at his 
summer place," he was told. "It's 
near the town of Haver, and he 
calls it Tigerrest Fish and Golf 
Club." 

А half-hour later Tracy was 
buying a ticket to Haver. 

Tiger. meanwhile, was inspect- 
ing the grounds of his club. 
"You've done a great job, boys," 
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he told his caretakers, “Ехету- 
thing is tiptop." 

He paused near the tenth hole 
of his private golf course, and 
reached up to twist a limb of a 
near-by oak. The dull hum of a 
motor was heard, and a trap door 
in the bunker rose slowly. 

Tiger was barely settled in his 
lavishly furnished underground 
hide-out, when Frizzletop ap- 
peared at the club demanding to 
see him. 


They Opened the Trapdoor : 


118 DICK TRACY 


"Somebody gave you a bum 
steer, lady," Ziggie, one of the 
caretakers, told her. "There's no- 
body here by that name." 

"I know he's here!" Frizzletop 
persisted. “The insurance com- 
pany told me he was. His broth- 
er's left him some money." 

Ziggie looked at her and 
shrugged his shoulders. "Okay, 
you win. I'll take you to Tiger.” 

Ziggie and Baggo, two of Ті- 
ger's henchmen, blindfolded Friz- 
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zletop and led her to the trap 
door. 

"What's this all about?" de- 
manded Frizzletop. indignant, 
and somewhat frightened. “I 
thought you were taking me to 
Mr. Lilly.” 

“That’s where you're going," 
Ziggie told her. "All right, down 
ten steps now." 

Frizzletop counted as she felt 
her way, and soon stood face to 
face with Tiger Lilly. 


They Blindfolded Her 
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When the blindfold was re- 
moved and Frizzletop saw Tiger, 
she gasped. This man did not 
look like his brother. He looked 
more like a cheap crook. She 
wished she had not come. 

“Well, sister?" Tiger growled 
at her. "What are you doing here? 
What do you want?" 
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“І-І just came to tell you 
about your brother, Johnny." 
She hesitated a moment. “Не--һе 
was killed." 

"Johnny?" Tiger grabbed the 
girls shoulder and shook her. 
"What's your gag? I haven't seen 
Johnny in years. Who killed 
him?" 

"It was an automobile acci- 
dent." Frizzletop burst into tears 
and sank into a chair. 

"We were engaged,” she 
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sobbed. "He gave me his moth- 
er's ring." She held her hand up 
for him to see. "I thought you'd 
like to know but now I'm sorry I 
came." 

Tiger looked at the ring. 
"Hey," he exclaimed, "you are 
telling the truth. Г remember 
Mom's ring." He lifted her го 
her feet. "Stop crying, kid. How 
about staying around here a 
while? I could use a good cash- 
ier.” 
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No one had noticed Tracy’s 
arrival at Tigerrest. He had fol- 
lowed at a safe distance when 
Frizzletop was led blindfolded to 
the cave, and he had watched the 
men operate the secret door. 

"Pretty clever hide-out,” he 
muttered to himself as he lightly 
touched the limb that opened the 
trap. "This Tiger Lilly must bea 
big operator." He looked around 
the beautifully kept golf course 
pondering his next move. 
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Near the clubhouse, Tracy no- 
ticed the groundskeeper's shack. 
He watched from some bushes as 
a man came out and began to 
work on a power mower. : 

"Hmm. Might not be a bad. 
idea to stick around here until I 
find out more about this setup," 
he said aloud. "I wonder if they 
could use another lawn mower 
jockey?" 

He cut across the golf course 
and hurried back to town. 
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Within ап hour an overall-clad 
figure approached the grounds- 
keeper, who spoke to him sharply. 

“This is a private club. What 
are you doing here?" 

“Tm looking for work, mister,” 
replied the stranger. "Can you 
use another yard man here?” 

Joe, the groundskeeper, eyed 
him suspiciously. "Where did 
you come from? Ever run a pow- 
er mower?" 

"Shore did. Worked for the 
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Woodstock Club one summer," 
replied Tracy, hitching up his 
overalls. "Been workin' on a 
farm near here, but the feller sold 
out. Name's Anson.” 

Joe scratched his head. “I 
could use another man at that. 
How about starting tomorrow 
morning, Anson? Six o'clock." 

“Thank ye, mister. Ill be 
here," Tracy promised. 

As Tracy made his way slowly 
across the grounds he saw Tiger 
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and Frizzletop walking toward 
the clubhouse. "Hmm," he said 
under his breath. "I wonder 
what's up now?" 

“I do need a job," Frizzletop 
was saying. "If you have any- 
thing I could do—" 

Ттасу waited to hear no more. 
"I need Junior's help on this 
case," he said as he headed for 
his furnished room and a tele- 
phone. 

Tiger showed Frizzletop the 
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clubhouse and explained her 
work. “This is a private club," he 
said. "Only my bunch and a few 
of our friends are allowed on the 
grounds. Now if you're smart, 
kid, and mind your own business, 
you can work here all summer." 

Frizzletop looked around her. 
She didn't like the looks of the 
place or of the men hanging 
around. But she had to have a 
job. "Thank you, Mr. Lilly," she 
said. 
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Tracy called Junior as soon as 
he could. “It's going to be a big 
case," he told him. "You can help 
a lot by getting a Job as a caddie 
up here. ГИ meet you at the sta- 
tion, and don't be surprised to see 
me dressed in overalls." He hung 
up and grinned as he thought 
how smoothly all his plans were 
going. Now he must find a way to 
get Frizzletop’s confidence. She 
could help too. 

Frizzletop's job was.easy. Since 
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there weren't many people al 
lowed in the club, she didn't have 
much work to do. She wondered 
why Tiger was so strange and dif- 
ferent from his brother. 

"Guess no one would mind if 
I wrote a letter," she said to her- 
self. “Wonder where they keep 
the stationery around here?" She 
looked through the drawers be- 
hind the counter and then knelt 
to open one of the cabinet doors 
below. | 
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"Eeek!" she screamed as the 
door opened and she saw what 
was inside. The cabinet was filled 
with guns, from revolvers to 
sawed-off shotguns. She slammed 
the door and straightened up as 
Tiger came over. 

“What's the matter, kid? What 
ya screaming about?" 

"Оћ—и nothing. I—I thought 
I saw a mouse behind the coun- 
ter, here." She was pale and shak- 
ing like a leaf. 
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Tiger chuckled as he зе 
away, but Frizzletop was still 
weak. "What a narrow escape!" 
she whispered. "So that's why I 
was told to mind my own busi- 
ness. I've got to get out of here." 
She was trying to think of some 
way out when she happened to 
look out the window. Three sleek 
boats were moored to the dock. 
Suddenly she had an inspiration. 

“Tonight I'll take a boat and 
make a break for town!" 


Frizzletop Was Frightened 


148 РАСК TRACY 


Tracy met Junior when ће ar- 
rived at Haver. He slipped a key 
into the boy's hand and spoke to 
him as they walked along the 
platform. “We're not to be seen 
together, son. Here's a key to your 
room and your instructions. Re- 
port to Tiger as soon as possible. 
It's all set." 

The two parted as though they 
were strangers, and Junior hur- 
ried to carry out his orders. 

Tiger looked the boy over 
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when he reported for work. “So 
you're a new caddie, eh? Had any 
experience, kid?” 

“Yes, sir!” cried Junior. “I’ve 
done a lot of this work.” And he 
proceeded to prove it by doing a 
very good job. When the game 
was over, Tiger told him to take 
the clubs over to the pro shop to 
be buffed. l 

"You'll do okay, kid," he said. 
“Бе here tomorrow morning." 

“Thank you, sir," said Junior 
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as Tiger handed him a nm tip. 

“ГІ be here whenever you're 
ready." He shouldered the bag of 
clubs and started toward the pro 
shop. 

He barely glanced at the man 
in the overalls with the corncob 
pipe who passed him on the way. 
But he heard what Tracy said 
without turning his head. 

"Meet me behind the ice house 
in ten minutes. We’re going fish- 
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Junior delivered the clubs to 
the pro shop and told the man in 
charge to have them ready for Ti- 
ger in the morning. 

"Okay, kid," said the man, not 
turning from his work. "Put them 
in the buffing room." 

Junior started to swing them 
from his shoulder, but the strap 
caught and the clubs fell out of 
the bag to the floor. Something 
else fell out of the bag. 

“A piece of phonograph rec- 
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ord!" said Junior to himself as he 
stuffed it quickly into his pocket. 
He picked up the clubs and put 
them away. Then he hurried 
down to the ice house where 
Tracy was waiting for him. 

"Hey, Tracy, маі you see—” 
he began excitedly. 

"Get in the boat and keep your 
voice down until we get out of 
earshot," whispered the detective. 

When they had rowed far 
enough from shore, Tracy hand- 
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ed Junior a fish pole and they be- 
gan to talk as they fished. 

“We've got to get help from 
Frizzletop," said Tracy. "She's 
got a good spot on the inside and 
can give us a lot of dope on Ti- 
ger. But she doesn't know who I 
am or that I'm here." 

"Look at this piece of phono- 
graph record from Tiger’s golf 
bag." Junior handed it to Tracy. 
“ГІ bet it's from the train 
wreck!” 
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“ІСТІ hang those murderers for 
sure," cried Tracy, turning the 
piece over in his hands. 

Suddenly Junior screamed. 
“Hey! Look at that boat! It’s 
headed straight for usl” 

Tracy looked up to see a large, 
powerful boat bearing down at 
full speed. He jumped to his feet 
in time to see Frizzletop's white 
face behind the wheel. Then he 
hit the water. — 

Tracy came to the surface amid 
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wreckage from both boats. Not 
far away Junior splashed and 
started to swim toward him. 
Then he saw Frizzletop strug- 
gling, trying to swim with one 
arm. 

"What were you trying to do?" 
he called to her. "Didn't you see 
us?" He swam over to her. 

"Oh, по!" She gulped а mouth- 
ful of water. "I was trying to es- 
cape from those—those gangsters. 
I saw you too late. I~” 
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"Hold on to me,” cried Tracy 
as Frizzletop began to sink. He 
swam toward shore with the girl 
clinging to his shoulder. 

“Look,” he explained as he 
swam. "I'm Tracy, a plain-clothes 
man. I trailed you up here and I 
need your help to catch these 
crooks. Junior, here, and I are at- 
ter them for wrecking a train. 
Will you trust me and help us?" 

Tracy helped her up to the 
beach, and they sat down to catch 
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their breath. 

"I—I do believe you," she 
gasped. "But I hate to stay here 
with these awful men. What do 
you want me to do to help?" 

“ Just go back and act as though 
nothing had happened." ‘Tracy 
pulled her to her feet. "Keep 
your eyes open until I contact 
you." He patted her shoulder. 
“Good night. And thanks." 


"Will You Help?" 
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As Tracy and Junior ap 
proached the bunker with the 
trap door. they were stopped by 
the sound of voices. Cautiously, 
they peered through the bushes 
and were baffled by a strange 
sight. 

A well-drilling machine and a 


truck were parked near the secret 
168 
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trap door, and men were carrying 
large sacks marked Sulphur from 
the truck to the cave. Tracy and 
Junior crouched in the bushes 
watching and wishing they could 
hear Tiger directing the opera- 
tions. 

“T want it to look as though we 
drilled а well,” he told them. “Get 
these sacks of sulphur and the 10- 
dine down there right away. Bag- 
go. start digging the holes while 
the boys cut the pipe. We've got 
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to get this done tonight. I’ve got 
a fish on the hook. Harvey 
Chance, the millionaire, is arriv- 
ing tomorrow and when he sees 
the "natural mineral springs" we 
discovered, he'll buy this place in 
a hurry." 

“Right, boss," chuckled Bag- 
go. “Leave it to you to clean up 
the big dough.” 

The men worked far into the 
night. 

Next morning Tiger met Mr. 


174 DICK TRACY 


Harvey Chance at the railroad 
station. “I thought of you first, 
Mr. Chance, when we discovered 
these springs," said Tiger smooth- 
ly. “I knew you were a far-sighted 
man who knew a good thing 
when he saw one." 

"Humph! Well, thanks, Lilly," 
exclaimed the millionaire, stick- 
ing out his chest. “Matter of fact, 
Im a pretty busy man." He 
puffed his cigar. "Don't mind 
looking it over, though." 
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As they drove into Tigerrest, 
Mr. Chance was impressed with 
the clubhouse and with the golf 
course. 

“Nice-looking club you've 
got here," he admitted as they 
walked down the fairway. “Golf- 
ing, fishing, hmm. Very nice." 

"Yes, until we sank the shaft 
down here.” Tiger nodded. 
“Now we have to keep it tightly 
capped there’s so much pressure.” 
He turned to a man by the drill- 
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ing machine. 

· "Remove a cap, Charlie," Ti- 

ger called. 
-The sound of the cap 78 un- 
screwed was a signal to the men 
in the cave below. One man 
turned a switch, the other one 
moved over to an engine. 

He called over his shoulder, 
"Okay, Joe. This is it. Start the 
pump and check the tempera: 
ture." The pump began to suck 
a dark, evilsmelling mixture 
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from the vat into the pipe above. 

Outside, the steaming mixture 
began to gush from the pipe. Mr. 
Chance was amazed. 

Tiger watched him closely. 
"Its the finest hot sulphur 
springs outside of Europe!” ће 
said. “With your money, Mr. 
Chance, you could make this the 
world's greatest health resort. 
I'd do it myself if I could afford 
it.” 

“Marvelous! It's worth a for- 
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tune!" cried Chance. 

Tracy and Junior watched this 
scene from the bushes where they 
had hidden the night before. 

“Wow!” gasped Junior, hold- 
ing his nose. "What an awful 
smell!" 

“That's not as bad as this little 
plot, Junior," replied the detec- 
tive. "Im beginning to see 
through this deal now, and it's 
time for us to start some action. 
Come on, kid. I'm late for work.” 
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They slipped away while Chance 
and Lilly were still talking. 

"Name your price, Lilly." 
Chance was shaking as he pulled 
out his fountain pen. "Just tell 
me how much and I'll write you a 
check. This is sensational." 

Tiger motioned to the gusher. 
"Cap it, Charlie," he called and 
turned casually to the excited mil- 
lionaire. “Well, now, Mr. 
Chance," he drawled, "if you 
really want it, I reckon a fair price 
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for the property would be fifty 
thousand." 

Chance started to write. 

"Just a minute," said Tiger 
sharply. “Му price is fifty thou- 
sand cash." 

“Very well, cash. But I'll have 
to get it from the bank. May I 
take your car? I should be back 
in an hour." Chance had already 
started to the car, and Tiger 
laughed as he watched him go. 

“By all means, take it, Mr. 
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Chance. The sooner the better." 

While Tracy and Junior hur- 
ried to the groundskeeper's shack, 
they tried to think of some way to 
intercept Mr. Chance before he 
gave Tiger any money. 

"It's a cinch Tiger will want 
cash," mused Tracy. "We've got 
to catch that man somehow, with- 
out being caught ourselves." 

"Ive got it,” shouted Junior. 
"I'll watch for him and send him 
to you." 
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"Good," Tracy answered. Не 
left the boy and went into the 
shack. 

"You're late, Anson," were the 
first words of the groundskeeper 
as he saw him walk over to his 
locker. “The boss don't like to 
have men working for him who 
can't take orders." 

Tracy opened his locker and 
proceeded to change his clothes. 
“Um sorry,” he said quietly. 
“Guess I just overslept.” 
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Joe growled as Tracy walked 
out. MEE 

“That guy doesn't even know 
enough to hang up his coat. What 
careless hired help you get these 
days!" | | 

Не walked over to Tracy's lock- 
er and picked up the coat. As he 
hung it up, he glanced at the label 
inside a pocket. “What the—” His 
fngers tightened on the coat. 
"Dick Tracy! Wow, wait till the 
boss sees this!” Не ran to the 
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clubhouse to-show Tiger his find. 

Tracy was barely out of sight 
of the clubhouse, when he heard 
someone coming through the 
bushes. He was not surprised to 
see Mr. Chance appear. 

"A caddie met me at the gate 
and said you had to see me at 
once. Are you really Dick Tracy?" 

“That's right, sir, and I'm go- 
ing to show you what's below that 
sulphur spring you're trying to 
buy. Come with me." 
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As Tracy led the millionaire 
off to the cave, he did not know 
he was being watched. Neither 
did he guess that Tiger, at that 
moment, was confronting Frizzle- 
top with his coat. 

"You little double-crosser! 1 
knew you was stoogin' for the 
coppers. I'll fix you and that fresh 
kid, too." Tiger reached over to 
grab the girl by the hair when a 
man ran into the room. 

"Hey, boss, the cop and Mr. 
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Chance are in the сауе!” 

Tracy was explaining the at- 
tempted swindle, “This was 
rigged up last night to get your 
fifty thousand, Mr. Chance. I 
watched them unload the equip- 
ment and dig holes for the pipes. 
A mixture of sulphur, lamp 
black, and iodine, pumped from 
this vat through that pipe almost 
cost you a lot of money.” 

The other man was white with 
rage. "Of all the dirty deals! Why 
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I've never heard of such—” 

“That's why Tiger wanted cash 
instead of your check." 

"And Tiger still wants cash, 
рај." A harsh voice behind them 
made the two men wheel around 
and look into the muzzle of Ti- 
ger's gun. He stood in the door- 
way and snarled, "Ill just take 
"that fifty grand now. Then you 
two can look around down here 
as long as you like. As for you, 
copper," he glarea at Tracy, “you 
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and your stooges have done your 
last job." 

Tiger covered the two with his 
gun while Baggo searched Mr. 
Chance for the money and Tracy 
for a gun. Then they backed to 
the door, climbed through it, and 
slammed it shut. 

"Come оп, men," ordered ТІ- 
ger. “Shove this drilling machine 
over so the wheel is on the door. 
That ought to hold it down." 
The big machine moved slowly as 
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they pushed. When it was in 
place, Tiger grinned. 

"Baggo, start that lawn mow- 
er. We'll just put one end of the 
hose inside the trap door and the 
other end on the exhaust of the 
mower. It shouldn't take more 
than an hour or two." 

Tiger watched his men carry 
out his plan. "So long, Tracy," 
he sneered. “We're going to ditch 
your stooges and then scram." 


When Tracy heard the mufled 
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sound of the lawn mower engine, 
he knew what was going on. “Un- 
less we can stop that carbon mon- 
oxide gas, we're through, Mr. 
Chance." 

Both men rushed up the steps 
and pushed frantically at the trap 
door. | 

"Its no use, Tracy. It won't 
budge an inch." The millionaire 
groaned. "What do we do now?" 

By the time Tiger and Baggo 
reached the shore, Joe had Friz- 
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zletop and Junior there, bound 
and gagged. 

“Okay, boys, give те that 
sledge hammer a minute.” Tiger 
strode down to the boat and 
smashed a hole in it. “Tie this to 
our boat, Baggo,” he ordered. 
“We'll take it out with us.” 

"But, boss—” began Baggo. 

"Shut up!” roared Tiger. "I'm 
giving the orders. Bring 'ет 
down here!” he called to the men 
in the bushes. When the tremb- 
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ling girl and boy approached he 
said, "Get in that boat and lie 
down. We're taking you with us, 
as far as the middle of the lake." 


CHAPTER УП 
THUNDERSTORM 

Frizzletop and Junior lay in 
the leaking boat in the middle of 
the lake. Tiger had cut them 
loose and escaped with two of his 
men through the channel. "Keep 
going, Baggo," they had heard 
him say as the power boat pulled 
away. "We're through with Ti- 
gerrest. We're going north!" 
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Frizzletop saw the round .an- 
chor at her feet. "If I could just 
reach it,” she mumbled under 
her gag. She worked her way 
down far enough to push the 
heavy iron into the hole. "At 
least it will slow up the water a 
little," she told herself. 

Suddenly she felt a raindrop on 
her face. Then she noticed the 
black clouds overhead and felt 
the motion of the boat as it began 
to drift with the wind. With a 
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crash, the storm broke. 

Тһе lawn mower, meanwhile, 
kept pouring death into Tracy's 
prison. The two men tried stuff- 
ing their shirts into the cracks to 
stop the gas, but it was no use. 

“We'll die like rats," groaned 
Mr. Chance. "Isn't there some- 
thing we can do?" 

"Not unless something stops 
that motor," said Tracy grimly. 
"Let's lie flat on the floor. The 
carbon monoxide will get down 
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here last. The motor might run 
out of gas if we live long enough." 
The two trapped men 
stretched out on the floor and 
waited. They didn't speak but lay 
listening to the muflled putt-putt 
of the mower. Then they noticed 
another sound. It grew louder, 
and they lifted their heads. Rain! 
And as a faraway thunderclap 
roared, the motor sputtered and 
died! 
` The storm that saved Tracy’s 
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life sent Frizzletop and Junior 
drifting toward shore. The boat 
was half swamped when it was 
spotted by a sharp-eyed trooper 
who happened to be cruising 
along the road that skirted the 
lake. 

He was out ina flash and, walk- 
ing into the shallow water, pulled 
the boat onto the sand. 

"Sure and I wasn't a minute 
too soon,” he panted as he un- 
tied Junior's gag. “And what 
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would the two of ye be doing all 
tied up and floating around in a 
leaky scow?" 

Junior and Frizzletop both 
talked at once. While they ex- 
plained, the trooper led them to 
his car and radioed headquarters 
for reinforcements. 

They lost no time getting back 
to Tigerrest. On the way Junior 
told how Tracy had spoiled Ti- 
ger’s swindle, how Tiger’s gang 
had left in a hurry. 
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Another police car was waiting 
when Frizzletop, Junior, and the 
trooper arrived. 

“Careful, men, this gang is 
dangerous!" called the trooper. 
as, with drawn guns, the police 
entered the clubhouse. But they 
found no one. 

After a search of the place, Jun- 
ior exclaimed, "But 1 know 
Tracy must be here somewhere! 
They've done something with 
him! Come on, we've got to find 
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him!" 

Tiger and his men were miles 
away. Their long, hard trip by 
boat and canoe had made them 
tired and hungry. Аз they neared 
the hide-out shack. Tiger spotted 
a deer at the water's edge 

"Hey," cried Baggo, "deer is 
out of season!" 

But Tiger took careful aim and 
shot. “We gotta eat," he growled. 
“Ме didn't have time to buy sup- 
plies, you know. With that and 
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some fish we can hide here for 
months." 

He led the way up to the shack. 
Inside it was musty and damp, 
but Tiger said, "Well, here we 
are. The loneliest spot in the 
north woods. Nothing but an old 
logging road leads up here. and 
the cops can never find us." He 
smiled. "Let's cut up that deer 
and dry it. Baggo, start a fire. 
Make yourselves at home because 
we're camping for some time." 
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They skinned and dressed the 
deer. Baggo found an old door 
which he laid on the canoe, anc 
they spread the meat on it to dry 
in the sun. 

"Okay, boys,” said Tiger, 
when they were finished. “Now 
that our food supply is taken care 
of we can relax." He yawned. 
"I'm about ready for some sleep." 

"Me too, boss." Baggo picked 
up his knife and they went up to 
the shack, never noticing that the 
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mooring line of the canoe was be- 
ginning to slip. They didn't see 
the canoe when it drifted away 
from the dock. 

When the police failed to turn 
up a clue of Tracy, Junior be- 
came more worried than ever. 

"I know Lillys done some- 
thing terrible to him," he cried. 
Then a thought struck him. 
"There's only one more place to 
look. In that cave on the golf 
course.” 
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"I hope he's not—hurt,” whis- 
pered Frizzletop as they all set out 
across the fairway. 

"What's this about a cave?" 
The trooper was puzzled, and 
when Junior suddenly screamed 
and broke into a run, he saw the 
machinery over near a bunker. 

"Quick, help me!" shouted 
Junior, throwing himself against 
the heavy well-drilling machine. 
“Tracy’s down here and we've got 
to move this wheel off the door." 
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"Easy, kid," said the trooper, 
putting his shoulder to the ma- 
chine. “Don't lose your head.” 

“ Junior, tell me which limb to 
turn and ГП open the door!" 
cried Frizzletop. 

Before many minutes the door 
was open, and Tracy and Mr. 
Chance came stumbling out into 
the air. 

“Thanks,” said Tracy. “It was 
beginning to get stuffy in there." 
He explained how the thunder- 
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storm had spoiled Tiger's plan 
and saved their lives. 

"Where do you think we 
should start looking for the gang, 
Mr. Tracy?" asked the trooper as 
they all made their way back to 
the clubhouse. 

“Well,” began Tracy, “the log- 
ical place would be somewhere 
in the woods, I suppose. They 
wouldn’t try to get to town.” 

Frizzletop broke in. “I heard 
Tiger say they’d go north when 
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he cut our boat adrift." 

She ran over to a drawer be- 
hind the bar when they were in- 
side. | 

"What are you doing, Frizzle- 
top?” asked Tracy. 

“I remember a snapshot Tiger 
showed somebody the other day," 
she said, rummaging through the 
drawer. "If I can only find it may- 
be—" She pulled out a piece of 
paper. “Неге it is—a picture of 
Tiger and a fish he caught!" She 
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gasped. "And—look!" 

Ттасу took the picture and 
saw, in the background, a sign 
which read Apex Logeing Mill. 
"Hmm, looks like an old aban- 
doned mill" he said. "Ill call 
headquarters and see if anyone 
knows—” : 

"Let's see that." Тһе trooper 
looked over Tracy’s shoulder. 
" Apex—Say, that's up beyond the 
Crest Point Hotel, I think." He 
scratched his head. Crest Point is 
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just a couple of hours from here. 
We could get a start there—” 

"Let's go," said Tracy. 

Three hours later Junior and 
Frizzletop stood on the dock of. 
Crest Point Hotel and waved 
good-by to their friends. Tracy 
had questioned the hotel clerk 
and found a map of the lake dis- 
trict while the trooper rented a 
boat, and they started off on their 
man-hunt. with the promise to 
hurry back—with prisoners. 


CHAPTER VIII 
TIGER TRAP 


'The game warden stood on the 
riverbank and looked at the canoe 
floating downstream. “That's a 
funny contraption," he muttered 
to himself. "Looks like a plat- 
form—with something on it." He 
raised his glasses for a closer look, 
then ran down toward the water's 
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he ran, and by leaping to some 
rocks above a narrow spot in the 
stream, he guided the canoe to 
shore. "Venison!" he exclaimed. 
"And out of season. too. Looks. 
like I've got some work to do." He 
rubbed his chin. "Now where 
could that have floated from? The 
old logging mill is the only place 
this far up the river." He climbed 
into his car and patted the head 
of his cocker. "Want to go for a 
ride, Tippy?" 
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“Tiger wouldn't believe it when 
Baggo told him a car was coming. 
"Aw. they haven't used that road 
for years," he sneered. But when 
the car jolted to a stop across the 
ravine from their shack, Tiger 
exclaimed, “Well, I'll be—Who 
could that be?" | 

А man stepped out of the саг 
and called to them. Before Tiger 
could answer, Baggo whispered, 
"Hey, boss. It says Game Warden 
on the car door. Shall I plug 
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him?" 

"We're coming over!" shout- 
ed Tiger, and the three walked 
through the ravine. "What's up. 
doc?" he asked insolently as they 
came to the warden. 

"You boys been doin' a little 
deer shootin’?”” the warden in- 
quired. 

"What if we have?" 

"Out of season," replied the 
other. 

" Are game wardens out of sea- 
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son, too?" Tiger pulled his gun 
from his pocket and fired point- 
blank. "Grab him!" he shouted 
as the warden fell with a slug in 
his chest. 

"You can't-get away with— 
this," the warden gasped. “They 
know I came—up here." 

“They won't find you." Tiger 
glanced around. “Put him in his 
car and tie the dog," he ordered. 
"We'll get rid of both of them." 

Quickly the men released the 
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emergency brake and watched 
while the car rolled faster and 
faster down the hill. It struck the 
water with a huge splash, seemed 
to float for a moment, then slow- 
ly disappeared from sight. 

"Now get busy with that log 
raft we made. We've got to get 
out of here, but fast." Tiger led 
the way, and without stopping at 
the shack, the gang ran for the 
raft. They poled it out into the 
channel and headed downstream. 
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“We've got to get back to Crest 
Point before daylight," said Ti- 
ger, as he dug his pole into the 
river bottom. “That's the. only 
outlet. Once we get there we can 
get a car and scram.” 

“Listen!” hissed Joe. “That's a 
motorboat!" As the sound came 
closer, they pushed the raft into 
some reeds and silently dropped 
into the water behind it. “It’s the 
copper!" 

They watched breathlessly as 
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the boat chugged past. Neither 
Tracy nor the trooper saw them. 
Tracy was looking at his map. 
“That old logging mill should be 
around this next bend," he told 
his companion. "We'd better get 
ready to go in." 

" Do you hear anything?" asked 
the trooper cautiously. 

Ттасу raised. his head. "Yeah," 
he said after a moment. "It 
sounds like a dog barking. May 
be a trap." He reached for his 
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gun. 

Tracy peered into the dark- 
ness. "Hold it!" he called quickly 
as he made out the figure of a 
man in the water. The trooper 
cut the motor and they glided 
alongside. À small dog was strug- 
gling to stay afloat while he 
clutched in his mouth the shirt 
collar of a man. 

Strong hands lifted the uncon- 
scious man into the boat, and 
freed the dog from his leash. 
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"More of Tiger's work," mut- 
tered Tracy grimly. 

Back at Crest Point Frizzletop 
and Junior waited impatiently 
for some word from their friend. 
They sat around the hotel and 
watched the river nervously. 

"Its a beautiful night, Jun- 
ior," said Frizzletop. "How about 
a walk in the moonlight?" 

."Good way to kill time," re- 
plied the boy. "Let's take a look 
at the new water intake the coun- 
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ty just built." 

As they walked down the road, 
the sound of angry voices made 
them quicken their steps. 

“Where аге we?" screamed one 
voice above the roar of the water. 
“Trapped! We can't move 
against this, current!” 

“I thought you knew these 
waters!” shouted another voice. 
“You—” 

“Keep still!” bellowed a third. 
Just then there was a crash as the 
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raft hit the intake grill. 
Frizzletop and Junior took one 
quick look over the wall of the 
intake, then ran for the hotel. 
They met the manager on the 
lawn, and ran to him for help. 
"Please help us find a горе," 
said Frizzletop breathlessly. 
"We've found some murderers 
trapped at the intake," broke in 
Junior. ^We've just got to hold 
them until the police get here!” 
The criminals on the raft were 
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desperate. 

“What’ll we do, boss? The suc- 
tion's terrific!” The men tried to 
push the raft away from the iron 
grill through which water poured 
from the channel. 

"Well I'm not going to be 
trapped like a rat!" cried Baggo. 
He tore off his shoes and dove 
from the raft. 

“Hey, come back here!” Tiger 
watched as the figure struggled 
against the current, made a little 
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headway, then sank. 

"He's gone, boss. He's gone," 
sobbed Joe. 

“Well, we can't do anything 
about it, can we?" growled Tiger. 
“We've got to figure out some 
way to get out of here. Maybe if 
we both yell someone will hear 
us." 

They cupped their hand; be- 
fore their mouths and yelled, 
"HELP!" 

"What's that?" Tiger looked 
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up at the wall. "I heard some- 
thing." 

As he watched a rope dropped 
down and a voice called, “Hello! 
Grab the rope and we'll pull you 
up, one at a time!” 

Joe made a move toward the 
rope, but Tiger kicked him vic- 
iously. "No you don’t!” he 
sneered. "I'm going up first, pal." 
He caught the end of the rope 
and was hauled upward. But half- 
way up the pulling stopped and 
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Tiger dangled helplessly. 
"Hello, Mr. Lilly. Fancy find- 
ing you hanging around here." 
Frizzletop waved to him from the 
top of the wall. “If you'll just wait 
right there, Mr. Tracy will help 
you the rest of the way." 
Meanwhile Tracy and the 
trooper had made the warden as 
comfortable as possible and then 
the three started for the hotel 
under full speed. “They couldn't 
have gone far," said Tracy. “Мау- 
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be they doubled back toward 
Crest Point." 

The warden moaned. "Keep 
left" he whispered painfully. 
“Look out for—intake channel—" 

“Hey, Tracy!” 

The detective whirled around. 
"That's Junior's voicel” 

The trooper turned the boat 
toward the dark shore and Tracy 
jumped out as it touched. 

. "We've got 'em! Come on!" 
called Junior. “At the intake!" 
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"Ill take the warden to the 
hotel and come back," said the 
trooper, backing the boat into the 
water again. 

"Hello, Tiger Lilly," Ттасу 
grinned as he pulled the man 
over the top of the wall. "Your 
plans just don't work out, do 
they?" He held his gun while the 
hotel manager and Junior tied 
their prisoner. 

The trooper arrived just as Joe 
was brought to the top. 
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"I thought there were three of 
them," he said in surprise. 

Junior answered him. “There 
were. One tried to swim for it." 

"How's the warden?" Tracy 
asked the trooper. 

"He's going to be okay," was 
the reply. "The hotel doctor is 
working on him now and he 
doesn't think the wound is seri- 
ous. He would have drowned 
without that dog, though." 

They walked back to the hotel 
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and Tracy told Frizzletop and 
Junior how they had found the 
warden being held up by the 
cocker. 

“There ће is in my car,” said 
the trooper as he led the prisoners 
inside to wait for the police. 

Junior and Frizzletop ran over 
to pet the little cocker. 

"You're a real hero, doggie," 
said Junior. “Wish we could take 
you home with us." 

"Guess the warden wouldn't 
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part with a friend like that,” 
laughed Tracy. “But the part 
about going home is a good idea.” 
He turned to Frizzletop. “Would 
you like to go with us? We can 
all drive down together as soon 
as the Tiger Lilly gang is locked 
ар." | 
“Thank you, Mr. Tracy. Га 
love to," she replied. 

. The three walked into the ho- 
tel together. 
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